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Prince Come hither, Frances. France/ My lord. 

Prince How long haft thou to ferae, Frances? 

Trance s Forfooth fiue yeeres,and as much as to 

"Poines Frances. 

Frances Anone, anone fir. 

"Prince Fiue yeeres, berlady a long leafe for the dinclcing of 
pewterj But Frances, dareft thou be fo valiant, as to play theco. 
ward with thy indenture.and fliew it afairepaire of hecles, and 
runne fro nnt, 

Frances O lord fir, ilc be fworne vpon all the books in Fm. 
land. I could finde in my heart 

f ’dries Fiances. Prances Anonefir. 

Prince How olde arte thou , Frances? 

Frances Let me fee, about Michaelmas next I fhal be 

Poines Frances. 

Frances Anone fir, pray you flay alittle my lord. 

Prince Nay but hearke you Frances, for the fugar thou gaueft 
me, t’wasapenyworth,waftnot? 

Trances O lord, I would it had bin two. 

Prinee I will giue thee for it , athoufand pound, askemcc 
when thou wilt, and thou (halt haueit. 

- Pomes Frances Trances Anone, anone. 

Prince Anone Frances? No Frances jovA to morrow Francis. 
or Franees, on thurfeday : orindeede Frances, when thou wilt! 
Blit Frances, 

Frances My lord. 

Prince Wilt thou robbe this leatherne jerkin, criftall button, 
not-pated, agatring, puke flocking, caddicegarter, frooothc 
tongue, Spanilh povveh? 

Frances Q lord fir, who doe you meant/ 

Prince Why then your browne baftard is your oneiy drinkt: 
for looke you Frances, your white canuafle doublet will fulky- 
In Barbary fir, it cannot come to fo much. 

Frances What fir/ Pomes Frances. 

Prince Away you rogue, doft thou not heare them call/ 
ffHcere they hath call him, the Drawer Jlands amazed, not k/imrj 
which way togoe. Enter Vintner. 

Vint, What, (Undid thou flill,and heard fuch a calling/ looke ^ 
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Henry the fourth, 
to the chefts within. My Lord, old fir Iofin with balfe a douzen 

more, are at the doore, (hall I let them m? 

Prin. Let them alone a while, and then open the doore. Panes. 

Poines. Anon, Anon fir. Enter Pomes. 

Prince. Sirra, Falftaffe and the reft of the theeuesare at the 
doore, (hall we be merry? 

Pei, As merry as Crickets, mylad,butharkeye, w’hat cun- 
ning match hauc you made with this ieft of the Drawer/ come, 
what’s the ifliic? 

Prince. I am now of all humors, that haue (hewed themlelucs 
humors, fince the olde dayes of goodman Adam, tothepupill 
age of this prefent twelue a clocke at midnight. What s a clockc j 
Frances? 

Fran. Anon, anon fir. 

Prin. That euer this fellow fliould haue fewer wordcs then a j 
Parrat,andyet the fonneof a woman. Hisinduftrieis vpflaires 
and downe ftaires, his eloquence the parcell of a rcckoning.I am i 
not yet of Percies minde, theHotfpur of the North, he thatkils 
tnefome fixeorfeauen douzen of Scots at a breakefaft , wa flies 
his handcs, and fayes to his wife, Fie vpon this quiet life , I want 
workc, O my fweet Harry , Lies fhe! how many haft thou kilcf 
to day ? Giue my Roane horfe a drench ( fayes hee) and an- I 
fwers, fome fourtcene, an houre after : a triflic, a trifle. I prethee 
call in Falftalffe, i!e play Percy, and that damndc Bra wne (hall 
play Dame Mortimer his wife. Fyuo, faics the drunkard : call in 
Ribs, call in T allow. 

Enter Fa/Jla/ffe. 

Poines. Welcome Iacke, where haft thou beene? 

Falji. A plague of all cowards I fay,and a vengeance too, mar- j 
ry and Amen : giue me a cup of facke boy. E re I leadcthis life i 
iong ile foweneatherflockes, and mend them, andfoote them 
too. A plague of all cowards. Giue me a cup of facke, rossue. is 
there no vertue extant? hedrinheth. 

• c thc J u neuerfee Titan kiflea difti of butter, pi. 
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